Po'ems, 

And in fome perfumes is there more delight* 

Then in the breath that from my Miftreffe reekesi 
1 love to henre herfpeake,yet well I know, 

That Muficke hath a farre more pleafing found • 

J efantlncverfawagoddeffegoe, . 

My Miftreffe when (bee walkes treads on the ground. 
And yet by heaven t thinke my love as rare. 

As any (he beli’d with falfe compare. 

Thou art a tiranous,fo as thou art. 

As thole whofe beauties proudly make them cruell 5 
For well thou know’ll to my deare doting heart 
Thou art the faired and moll precious lewcli. 

Yet in good faith fome fay that thee behold* 

Thy face hath not the power to make love grone g 
To fay they erre I dare not be fo bold. 

Although I fweare it to my felfe alone. 

And to be Cure that is not falfe I fweare 
A thoufand grones but thinking on thy face. 

One on anothers neeke doe witnefle bearc 
Thy black is faired in my judgements place. 

In nothing art thou blacke fave in thy deeds, 
And thence this (lander as I thinke proceeds. 
Thine eyes I love, and they as pitcying me. 

Knowing thy heart totmentS me with difdame. 
Have put on blacke, and loving mourners be* 
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pame. 

And truly not the morning Sun of He»vea 
Better becomes the gray cheekes of th Bait, 

Nor that full ftarre that ufliers in the Even 
Doth halfe that glory to tbefeber Wed 
As thofe two morning eyes become thy face : 

-Q let it then as weUbtfeeme thy heart 


VolfantS? 

• 

To mourne for me ftnee mourning doth thee grace, 
And fute thy pittie like in every part. 

Then will I fweare beauty her felfe is blacke. 
And all they foule that thy completion lacke* 


Vnkinde t^Abtife. 

BE fhrew that heart that makes rav heart to groan 
‘Tor that deepe wound it gives my friend and met 
f ft not enough to torture me along , 

But Have to flavery my fwetc’ft friend muft be. 

Me from my felfe thy cruel! eye hath taken. 

And my next felfe thou harder haft ingrofled* 

Of him, my felfe, and thee I am forfaken, 

A torment thrice cl rce-fold thus to be crofted : 

Prifon my heart in thy fteele bofomes ward. 

But then my friends heart let my poorc heart bails. 
Who ere keepes me, let my heart be his garde, 
Thoucanft: not then ufe rigor in my Iaife. 

And yet thou wilt, for 1 being pent in thee 
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me. * 

So now I have confeft that he it thine. 

And I my felfe am mergag’d to thy wilf,' 

My felfe lie forfeit, fo chat other mine, 3 
Thou wilt reftore to be ray comfort ftill : 

But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free. 

For thou art covetous, and he is kinde, 
ne learned but furecie-Iike to write for me, 
v nder that bond that him as foft doth bindc. 
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